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Slowly Pavel went to her. His head was bent and a
guilty smile hovered about his lips.
"Forgive me, mother. I'm still a youngster—and a fool."
"Leave me alone!" she cried miserably, hugging his
head to her breast. "Don't say a word! God knows your
life's your own to do with as you please. But leave my
heart alone! Can a mother help loving? She has to. I love
you all. You're all dear to me, and you all deserve to be
loved. Who is to love you, if I don't? You'll go away—
and the others will follow you—giving up everything—
ah, Pasha!"
Great, burning thoughts throbbed in her breast. Her
heart was buoyant with a grievous joy which she could
find no words to express, and in her inarticulate torture
she looked at her son with eyes glowing with sharp, intense
pain.
"It's all right, mother. Forgive me, I see it all now. And
I'll never forget it, I swear I won't!" He turned away with
a smile, happy but ashamed.
She left him and went to the door of the other
room.
"Andryusha," she said in a tone of gentle appeal. "Don't
shout at him. You're older...."
"Woo-o-f-f! I'll not only shout at him! I'll knock the
stuffings out of him!" he exclaimed without turning round.
She-went up to him and held out her hand.
"You're so good!"
He whirled round and went past her into the kitchen
with his hands behind his back and his head lowered like
a bull's. She heard him speaking in a tone of fierce ridicule.
"Get away, Pavel, before I bite your head off! Don't
take me seriously, nenko, I'm just joking. Here, I'll light
the samovar. Fine charcoal you have—all wet!"
He grew silent. When the mother entered the kitchen
he was sitting on the floor blowing up the samovar.
"Have no fear, I won't touch him!" he said without
looking up. "I'm as soft as a boiled turnip! And I—hold
your ears, hero!—and I'm really very fond of him. But I

